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wagonette shouted, frowning and all but weeping. " Where
has that pig come from ? Polikarp. ..."
" It's a pig fallen from a wagon and the wheel went over
its leg," Polikarp informed him.
" Tell the owner of the pig to cut its throat. Tell him
there are sick men here. . . . That's hard enough, and then
we have that scream ! Hurry up ! "
Prokhor, who had drawn level with the wagonette, saw
the officer listening with knitted brows to the scream and
vainly trying to cover his ears with his grey cap. Polikarp
rode up again.
" He doesn't want to kill it, Samoilo Ivanich. He says
it'll get better, and if not they'll kill it this evening."
The officer went pale, struggled to raise himself, and sat
up, dangling his legs over the side of the wagonette.
" Where's my revolver? Stop the horse ! Where's the
owner of that pig ? I'll show him ! Which wagon is he
on ? " he exclaimed. And the thrifty old cossack was com-
pelled to cut the pig's throat.
Prokhor rode off laughing, and soon overtook a new long
line of Ust-Khopersk wagons. There were not less than two
hundred of them, and with their horsemen, cattle and sheep
they stretched for nearly a mile along the road. " There'll
be a fine scene at the ferry 1 " Prokhor thought.
From the head of the line a woman riding a handsome
dark bay horse galloped to meet him. As she came up to
him she reined in her horse. She was seated in a richly-
ornamented saddle, the girths and seat gleamed with good,
almost unscratched leather, the snaffles and metal parts
glittered with silver. The woman sat the saddle intelligently
and easily, she held the reins correctly in her strong, swarthy
hand, but it was evident that the well-grown, military mount
was contemptuous of his mistress. He rolled his eyes, arched
his neck and, laying bare the yellow line of teeth, tried to
bite the woman's knee showing beneath her skirt.
She was wrapped to her eyes with a clean blue kerchief.
Removing it from her lips, she asked Prokhqr:
" Daddy, you haven't passed wagons with wounded on
them, have you ? "
" I've passed lots of wagons, but what of it ? "
" Why, I can't find my, husband," the woman slowly
replied, " He was wounded in the leg, and he's being brought